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But sometimes in the falling1 day

An image seem'd to pass the door,
To look into her eyes and say,

' But thou shalt be alone no more/
And flaming downward over all
From heat to heat the day decreased,,
And slowly rounded to the east
The one black shadow from the wall.

e The day to night/ she made her moan,
c The day to night, the night to morn,
And day and night I am left alone
To live forgotten, and love forlorn/

At eve a dry cicala sung,

There came a sound as of the sea;
Backward the lattice-blind she flung,

And lean'd upon the balcony.
There all in spaces rosy-bright
Large Hesper glitter'd on her tears,
And deepening thro' the silent spheres,
Heaven over Heaven rose the night.

And weeping then she made her moan,

'The night comes on that knows not morn,
When I shall cease to be all alone,
To live forgotten, and love forlorn/

ELEANORE.

THY dark eyes open'd not,
Nor first reveal'd themselves to English air,
For there is nothing here,
Which, from the outward to the inward brought.
Moulded thy baby thought.
Far off from human neighbourhood,
Thou wert born, on a summer morn,
A mile beneath the cedar-wood.